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Something h The Water 


The atmosphere after a truly great gig is hard to describe. It's a mixture of satisfaction at a job well done, 
the slide down from a massive adrenaline high, the rush and the beat of blood that still rings with the 
screams of the crowd. It's heady and addictive, and can lead one to make decisions that are, when regarded 


with the benefit of hindsight, not terribly wise. 


The hotel bar was alive with bands, crew, guests, and a few wives and family members; the reporters had long 
since been thrown out, and the drink had reached that point where it was flowing far too easily for anyone to 
stay sober for long. After all, it wasn't as if they had to hop a plane right away; they could take their time 
after this gig, the prospect of a few days off adding to the overall merriment of the evening. Not to mention 


the fact that the special guests had also received such a warm welcome from Maiden's fans that they were 
still beaming about it, their exuberance lending a crackle to the atmosphere that promised some industrial 


strength hangovers come the morning. 

Mind you, it was still rather less debauched than it had been in the old days, and Bruce was bemoaning this 
fact to the youngest person he could find in the bar, giving them the benefit of his experience ‘back in the 
day’. 


Sascha watched him sway on his bar stool and grinned. Amusing as Bruce was when he was sober, he was 


proving to be even more so once he'd had a skinful. 


"And another thing!" he yelled, waving his glass to illustrate his next point and slopping beer on the floor, 
“women! Can't trust ‘em. Can't fucking trust ‘em, mate. You shouldn't." 


The younger man took a slug of his own drink and reflected that, as he wasn't entirely sober himself, he 


probably shouldn't rise to the bait. 
He couldn't help himself. 
"But aren't you married?" he asked, sharp blue eyes wide open with feigned innocence. 


"Yes! Of course. But she's different and that don't count. I'm talkin! about the other women, the ones that you 


used to get hanging around after shows--" 

"Ah. Groupies." 

"Yes! Yes! Them. Don't get ‘em like we used to - well, in certain places we do but that's not the point The point 
is that back in the day you could just drag ‘em into the bus, have your wicked way and wallop, bye bye. Now 
you have to think about all those horrible diseases and they want to have relationships and get your number 
and shit like that. And. And! The bloody internet. One little indiscretion and poof!" 

"Poof?" 

"Yeah, poof. Everyone and their dog knows about it. Women," he growled, "can't trust ‘em." 

He stared into his glass, morose. 

"Well," he added in a mumble, "a certain brand of women, anyway." 

Davey wandered past with his wife under his arm, both of them unsteady on their feet, and he waved at 
Sascha over Bruce's head. "Don't let him get started on modern music journalism,” he said with a grin, and then 


beat a hasty retreat as Bruce began to roar. It was, Sascha realised, becoming something of a game 


throughout the bar; someone would wander past - tech, roadie, musician, hanger on, didn't matter - and 


suggest a topic of conversation, usually by loudly advising Sascha not to let Bruce talk about it. 

He would then begin to shout and holler about how things were so much better back in the day and Sascha 
didn't know he was born, he'd not been through half the crap that Maiden had - well, and not just Maiden, 
there was all that time he'd been working on his solo stuff and let me tell you that was hard work-- 

Sascha narrowed his eyes. At this rate Bruce was going to pass out in a heap before he'd had chance to find 
out if some of the other, more interesting rumours he'd heard about the man were true; roadies gossip like 
old women, and some very startling tales had reached his ears about the man putting the world to rights 


across the table from him. 


Several tables away Markus noticed the expression in his young colleague's eyes, and nudged Steve with his 
elbow. It took several tries, but he eventually found the Harris ribs and got his attention 


"Harry" 
"Markus. 

"| bet you a set of strings that Sascha and Bruce will end the evening.. you know: 
Steve blinked. "| know?" 


"Yes. You know," and it was accompanied by another nudge, this one mistimed so as to knock half of Harry's 


beer across the table. 
"Markus!" 
"Oops." 


Steve stared at the pair for a moment, and his own eyes narrowed when he saw the thoughtful, calculating 


expression on Sascha's face. "| reckon you could be right, Markus. But Bruce is too drunk" 
"Sascha is very determined. | know these things." 
A dark eyebrow cocked. "| don't want to know how you know, Markus. But my money says no - too drunk” 


"And my money says yes - he is very determined, once he sets his mind to something. And he has the vigour 


of the young." 
"Oh, bollocks." 


The conversation had drawn several observers: Adrian's grin was wolfish, Nicko was mumbling about Bruce not 


being as mad as he used to be, Weiki's hooded eyes indicating deep thought on the problem and Andi almost 


jumping up and down with excitement. Behind them the man in question continued to rant, and Sascha looked up 
long enough to catch Markus' eye; the wink he got in return let him know that something was going on, and 
knowing that lot it would be a bet. 


Well, he didn't need to know the details. What he did know was that if he didn't move soon Bruce would be no 
more than a strange shape on the floor, and his opportunity would be lost, at least for tonight. And there 


being no time like the present-- 

He rose to his feet, and stretched out his arms. Bruce's hand paused on its glass-laden journey to his mouth, 
he blinked a few times, tilted his head to see if that gave his vision any more of a wide-angle lens. It didn't, 
and he was forced to admit that he really couldn't see all of this monster in one go. He pursed his lips, and 
after a couple of attempts let out a long, low whistle. 


"You really are a big lad, aren't you? Must be something in the water. You, Markus, Weiki--" 


Sascha leaned down, and gently guided the hand bearing the glass back to the table, then unwrapped Bruce's 


fingers from it. "We're not big, it's everyone else who is small." 
"Coo, haven't you got big hands." 


"They fit me," he replied, tone mild. "And | think that if you don't go to bed now you won't be fit for anything 


in the morning.” 


Bruce staggered to his feet, and had to clutch hard at Sascha's arm. "Bloody hell yeah. Not as young as | was, 
right? Right. Doesn't mean | can't handle it, though!" 


"No, absolutely not. Here - I'll help. What's your room number?" 


Bruce rummaged in his pocket and produced a room card with a triumphant grin. "| have no idea, but it should 


be on there!" 


Sascha plucked it from between Bruce's fingers, read the number and nodded. "Yes. Come on, I'll give you a 


hand." 


And with that, he wrapped one long arm around Bruce's shoulders - still amused that his head barely reached 


the top of his chest - and began to guide him toward the door. Behind them, Markus grinned. 
"Told you so," he said to Harry. 
"Sascha!" Steve called, a mock scowl on his face when the young man stopped and looked back over his 


shoulder, Bruce poking at his chest and chuckling under his breath, "If he can't sit down to fly that bloody 
plane | don't care how high that arse of yours is, its getting kicked!" 


The grin he got in return was positively the most evil thing Harry had ever seen in his life. 
"You owe me a set of strings, Harry." 


Dark eyes that glittered with amusement considered the other bassist. "Nothing's decided yet - but | reckon | 


just might, come the morning. ‘Nother beer?" 


~ Ke 


By the time they reached his room Bruce was beginning to feel just a little bit queasy. Sascha, ever helpful, 
guided him to the bathroom and held on to his shoulders while he unloaded most of the beer he'd consumed; 
then he assisted with the clean up, even going so far as to make sure that Bruce could find his toothbrush, 
toothpaste and mouthwash. 


Then he steered him back to the bedroom, turned back the quilt and smacked his forehead with every 


appearance of foolish surprise. 


"You can't go to bed fully dressed," he said, eyes still wide and totally empty of guile, "that would be silly. Here, 
let me help." 


"Something about you Germans," muttered Bruce with a frown, "you're very quick at getting rid of clothes. It 
must be something in the water over there." 


A chuckle was his only reply. Now feeling somewhat better - it was amazing what a few pints of water and a 
couple of painkillers could do - Bruce curled himself around and laid his head on Sascha's knee. The tall 
youngster patted his shoulder and cocked an eyebrow; maybe he wasn't going to have to do anything at all? 
"This is very good of you," he mumbled. 


Sascha shrugged. "No problem." 


This time the glint in the hazel eyes was wicked. "I don't suppose," he said, and walked his fingers up the 
expanse of denim-clad thigh he rested his head on, "that | can thank you in some fashion." 


Sascha's eyebrows shot for his hairline. It was going to be this easy? If he'd known that he wouldn't have gone 
through all the pantomime of concerned friend-- 


The fingers had crept up almost to his crotch, and now Bruce was wearing an expression somewhere between 
lustful and evil. He leaned over, their bodies now almost twined around each other despite the quilt that 


separated them, and grinned. 


"You're doing just fine so far," he said, and closed his eyes with a long sigh when Bruce's fingers (still nimble 


despite the drink) popped the button on his jeans and drew the zip down. 


Looked like one of things he'd neglected to mention during his extended rants about the past was the little fact 
that he'd had enough practice to have become very, very proficient at giving blowjobs. Despite the 
uncomfortable position - fine for a cuddle, bad for anything more intimate - Sascha was rapidly losing his 
mind. That mouth swept down on him, engulfed him and drew back up in a series of quick, hard sucks, Bruce's 
tongue fluttered the whole time, and it didn't take long before Sascha was swearing in German, jerking his hips 
forward and beginning to fear for his sanity. Because if he was this good when he was drunk, then how good 


would he be when sober..? 


All thought was wiped from his brain a moment later, because strong fingers wrapped around his balls and 
began to squeeze. Not hard, just enough movement to stimulate; Sascha grabbed the bottom of his shirt and 
pulled it up, gasping a breathless chuckle as he stared down at the bobbing head at his groin. Damn, but the 


man was flexible-- 


It was the naughty glance up through the eyelashes that did it - that and the deep laugh that vibrated all 
along his cock. A bright swirl of colour behind the eyelids, choked gasp of obscenity and he was done, flopped 
across the bed on his back and staring at the ceiling. He blinked, and realised through the whoosh of blood in 
his ears that Bruce was laughing at him. 


"You look shagged out, mate." 
Sascha eyed him. "| look what?" 
"Shagged out. Knackered. Exhausted. Not in any state to fuck or be fucked" 


A slow grin began to creep across his face, the blue eyes sparkling as bright and wicked as the ring in the side 


of his nose. 


"Bets?" said the younger man, and stripped his shirt off before flinging himself over Bruce with a war cry 


worthy of his ancient tribal ancestors, savage in their deep dark forests. 


~ Ke 


Markus and Steve had reached a state of mutual inebriation, and as their rooms were on the same floor - 
they thought - they were making their unsteady way along the corridor propping each other up. Quite what 
would happen when one of them had to stop leaning on the other they didn't know, and hadn't considered - 


higher brain function being rather impaired at that precise moment. 


The pair had just bumped into a wall, apologised to it, and were about to begin their trek once more when a 
door opened a little way in front of them, and a familiar figure emerged. Both men froze, and squinted hard to 
try and identify the huge stranger, who was making his way toward them with an odd gait and a cheerful 


whistle. 
"Sleep well, gentlemen," said Sascha with a grin as he passed them. 


Steve and Markus stared at each other for a moment, then struggled to get themselves turned around before 
the other man was out of sight. 


"Wait 


He paused, turned; the pair leaned drunkenly against the wall, and Steve wrung one hand over his face as he 


tried to get his thoughts in some sort of order. 

"Hey. Do | - no, does he - damn" 

"Strings?" said Markus, face screwed up in a heroic attempt to remember. 
"Yeah! Strings. Do | or does he?" 

Sascha laughed. "I don't know. What was the bet?" 

Markus and Steve looked at each other. 

"Er," said Steve. 

"I think,” added Markus, slowly, "that | said you would, and he said you wouldn't.” 
Steve nodded. "Yeah. So did you?" 


Sascha walked back down the corridor, and stopped only when he could loom over the drunken pair. "Did | 
what?" 


"Bollocks," said Steve, "/ can't remember." 


The young man winked at Markus, then leaned down and gave Steve a long, slow, intense kiss on the mouth. He 
made a muffled yelp, tried to push the bigger man away but was far too drunk to succeed - and it didn't help 
that Markus had succumbed to a fit of chortling that had him helpless and clinging to the surface of the wall 
for support. Sascha stepped back, and grinned. 


"Make sure that Bruce has a nice soft pillow on his chair at breakfast, won't you?" he said to the sputtering 
Englishman, then strode away down the corridor, whistling. 


"| win," laughed Markus, helping Steve up from where he'd fallen to his knees in shock. He shook his head, and 


the pair of them resumed their unsteady wander down the corridor in search of their rooms. 


"What is it with you Germans?" asked Steve, rather plaintively. 


Markus laughed. "It must," he said, and turned Steve to navigate him around a particularly tricky pot plant, "be 


something in the water." 

"You're so funny.” 

"Me? Germans have no sense of humour, you English always say... 

"Shut up and steer, Markus." 

A chuckle, a stumble, and they were no more than a ghost of beer fumes and the echo of laughter on the air. 


~Fin~ 


